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Ghicagos Carnival of Crime; 


OR, 


NICK CARTER TO THE RESCUE. 


By the author of “NICK CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 
A CARNIVAL OF CRIME. 


“What is the criminal record this morning, Mr. Chief 
of Police?” 

“There were two murders, three men were sand-bagged 
in the public streets, and six or eight burglaries are 
reported.” 

Major McClaughry, chief of the Chicago police force, 
stood in the private office of the mayor, Hempsted Wash- 

. burne. i 

Dismay was plainly depicted on the faces of the two 
officials. % 

“Tt is a perfect carnival of crime,” said the mayor. 
“Something must be done at once.” 

“T have tried everything,” said the chief of police, 
despondently. 

“Don’t think that I mean to censure you,” said the 
mayor, kindly, ‘‘for I believe you have done all any 
human being, placed in your position, could do. But 
we are now confronted with a condition of affairs never 
before known in the history of crime. Your best men are 
well-known to the thieves and thugs, and you must have 
outside help.” 

“T have tried that.” 

“Vou must try again. Masked highwaymen ride boldly 
through cur streets and rob and murder in the broad 
light of day. People are held up by the dozen in public 
places, and it is not safe for a woman to walk the streets 
after dark. Why, they stole the clock out of a public 
office, the other day, and yesterday they stole a body 
from the morgue.” 

“Every word you say is true, Mr. Mayor.” 

“Well, the great. World’s Fair will be here next sum- 
mer. If this sort of thing is not stopped the attendance 
will be very small. People wili be afraid to come to 
Chicago.” 

“True, and these thugs have come here to stay until 
after the Fair. You may be sure of that.” 

“They must be caught or driven away.” 

“What do you suggest ?” 

“Outside help—trained detectives from other cities 
who are unknown to the sports and crooks here.” 

“Do you think the crooks here are organized ?” 

“JT have not a doubt of it.” 

' “Suegest some one, please.” 

“Nick Carter.” , 

The chief of police laughed. 

“TJ have been trying to get him for the past six months,” 
he said. - 

‘Won't he come?” ; 

“Te would like to come, but he is too busy.” 

“Offer him a large salary.” 

“Nick Carter.” said the chief of police, with a smile, 
“ig a very wealthy man. He does detective work be- 
cause he likes it, and because he has a natural antipathy 
to law-breakers.” 

“Try him again,” suggested the mayor. 

“JT shall do as you say,” was the reply, “but I have no 
hope of getting him here.” 

The mayor threw away his cigar and sprang to his feet. 

“Nick Carter can’t refuse to assist us,” he said, ex- 
citedly, “ when he learns how we are situated here. The 
reputation of Chicago and the success of the Colum- 
bian Exposition are at stake.” 

“He knows all this, Mr. Mayor.” 


“Well,” said the chief executive; “I am going to New 
York after Mr. Nick Carter. See how he cleaned out the 
Night-Hawks in Philadelphia and other cities.” i 

“That is about the kind of a gang we are fighting here,” 
said the chief of police. 

“ All the greater necessity for securing his services. I 
am. off for New York to-night.” 

“He may not be at home.” 

“T can ascertain that by wire.” 

The above conversation took place early on Thurs- 
day morning. The mayor was nat seen in Chicago again 
that week. 

The next Wednesday morning he walked into the office 
of the chief of police. 

“Did you see him?” asked Major MecClaughry. 

i No. ob) 

‘‘Not there, eh?” 

“No; I: saw his great grandfather, or some other old 
relative, but could learn nothing from him.” 

“Did you lay the case fully before the old relative ?” 

“T certainly did, and I put it pretty strong.” 

“Then he may come. If he listened, that is one point 
gained.” 

“What do you mean ?” 

“You undoubtedly talked with Nick Carter himself.” 

“But he is not an old man.” 

“No; he_is a very young man, but I have seen him 
when he seemed to be a hundred years old.” 

“ And you really think I talked with Nick Carter ?” 

(<4 Yes.” 

“Well, I don’t wonder that he is successful in tracking 
criminals. He deceived me completely.” 

The mayor turned toward the door. 

“Tf he comes,” he said, ‘‘let me know it at once.” 

“TI shall be in great luck if I know it myself,” was the 
reply. 

“You don’t mean that he would come here and go to 
work without reporting to you?” 

“That is just what Nick Carter would be likely to do.” 

“He is a strange man.” 

“He is a phenomenal one.” 

The mayor took his departure, and the chief of police 
stepped into his carriage and was driven to the corner 
of State and Congress streets. 

There he got out, and ordering the coachman to remain 
where he was until he received further orders, he walked 
slowly south on State street. 

It was a cold, windy day, and the chief of police was 
closely wrapped in a heavy overcoat, the fur collar of 
which concealed his neck and the lower part of his face 
while a fur cap was pulled well down over his eyes, : 

He was not known in that part of the city, even to the 
officers patrolling the streets, but he thought it advisable 
not to run the risk ‘of recognition by any friend who 
might happen to be in that vicinity. His object was to 
see how business was conducted in the low saloons with 
which the street is lined in many places. 

As he walked along he saw half a dozen men hurry out 
of an alley and enter a drug store. 

One of the men staggered wildly about, and was hur- 
ried along by his companions. 

The chief followed the party into the store. 

He found the man who had staggered sitting in a chair 
with the druggist bending over him. 

“Yes,” said the latter, as the chief entered,“ the man 
has been struck with a sand-bag.” 

“Where did you find him 2” asked the chief. 

“Out here in the alley,” was the reply. “He would 
have frozen to death in another hour.” 

“He has been robbed, too,” said another. “See, his 
pockets are turned inside out.” 

‘‘Tt doesn’t seem possible,” said the chief. 

“What doesn’t seem possible?” demanded a member of 
the party. 

“That a man could be knocked down and robbed at 
this hour of the day in such a public place.” 

“Rats! The coppers are too busy begging drinks te 
notice a little thing like this.” 

The chief turned angrily toward the speaker. 

“You don’t know what you are talking about,” he 
said. 
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“You give me any lip, and I’ll show you whether I do | 


or not,” said the fellow. 

“Those who talk loudest against the pclice,” said the 
chief, in an angry tone, “are the very ones who eed 
watching.” 


The bullet had evidently been intended for the maker 
of the famous cordial, for it passed within a foot of his 
head. 

“That was a bad shot,” said the Yankee. “The fellow 
ought to buy a bottle of my cordial—warranted not to rip, 


Tne fellow raised his hand and struck i savage blow ravel, or run down at the heel—all wool and a yard 


at the speaker. : 

“T’ll show you,” he said. 

But the blow did no harm. 

lt was neatly turned aside by a man who had stood by 
Major McClaughry’s side from the moment he entered 
the place. 

The man who thus interfered seemed to be a stranger 
to those present. He looked like a genuine New England 
Yankee. His hair was long, and his chin was ornamented 
with a long, bunchy beard of the “Uncle Sam” pattern. 
An ordinary observer would have said that he was tall 
and slender. His well-knit figure denoted great strength. 

“Let the man alone,” he said to the bully. ‘“‘I think he 
is right.” 

With an oath the fellow drew back and struck at the 
Yankee. 

The blow, like the first one, was turned aside, and the 


next moment the bully lay sprawling on the floor. 


He had received a blow on the neck which would have 
knocked down an ox. 

He sprang to his feet and reached for a weapon. 

His companions, holding him back, pointed to the door. 

Two officers in uniform were just entering. 

The chief threw back his coat and exhibited his gold 
star. 

“ Arrest that man,” he said, pointing to the bully. 

The fellow was instantly handcuffed. 

Major McClaughry turned to thank his defender, but 


~ he was nowhere to be seen. 


“That’s strange,” he said, ‘She was here a moment ago.” 

“Show us where you found this man,” ¢aid one of the 
officers. 

A member of the party led the policemen to a point in 
the alley a short distance back of the store. 

The Yankee was there with his nose within a foot of 
the frozen ground. 

In his hand he held a sand-bag, made of some light 
colored material, which he was examining closely: 

The chief shook him warmly by the hand and then 
pointed to the weapon. 

“What do you see peculiar about that?” he asked. 

“Nothing. I was looking at it because I found it here.” 

But there was something peculiar about it. 

Clearly outlined on the white surface of the weapon 
was the print of a dirty hand—the hand which had 
clutched it when the treacherous blow was struck from 
behind. 

But the print was not perfect. 

The surface was blank where the mark of the first 
joint of the third finger should have been. 

The Yankee alone seemed to notice the fact, and he said 
nothing about it. 

In a second another peculiar mark attracted his atten- 
tion. 

On the handle of the weapon was a dash of color in the 
shape of a crescent. 

They all went back to the drug store. 

“That’s strange,” said the druggist, taking the weapon 


“into his hand, ‘the bruise on the man’s head is just that 
shape.” 


. 


“That means that there is some hard, crescent-shaped 
substance in there,” said the chief. 

An examinaton showed this to be the fact. _ 

“T want to see more of you,” said the chief, turning to 
the Yankee. ‘What may I call your name?” 

“Obed Green,” was the reply. “I am the manufact. 
urer of Green’s famous cordial for the cure.of all dis- 
eases. You.pull the cork and the cordial does the rest. 
Tt'is warranted to stand any climate, and will heal any- 
thing, from a damaged reputation to a hole ina barn- 
door. Liberal reductions to the trade.” 

The chief laughingly took the bottle extended and 
turned away. 


At that instant a pistol bullet crashed through the store 


window. 


wide.” 

The officers rushed out of doors, but there was no sus- 
picious character in sight. . 

“He takes it very coolly, anyway,” said one of the 
patrolmen. “Ifa fellow shot at me like that I should try 
to get even with him.” 

“Such marksmanship as that makes me tired,” said 
the Yankee. “Come and have a drink, boys.” 

When the chief left the store he saw the Yankee, 
closely followed by the little party of loungers, enter- 
ing a saloon. 

“That man will get into trouble, I am afraid,” he said. 

“I wonder why they shot at him?” said one of the 
officers. 

But the man under arrest knew. : 

“Tf Nick Carter is here for business,” he was thinking, 
“we'll be apt to have trouble.” 


CHAPTER II. 
THE SIGN OF THE CRESCENT. 


“You're a fresh mark to give one of de gang a smash 
like dat.” : 

Nick Carter stood in front of the bar with a glass of 
beer before him, and the other members of the party 
were grouped about the stove. 

The speaker was a burly-looking fellow with an ugly 
face, made more hideous by a long scar on one cheek. 

“Tf his blow had landed,” said Nick, coolly, “he'd have 
been good for ten years.” 

“What ye givin’ us?” 

The fellow edged toward the detective as be spoke. 

“Do you know who the man was?” asked Nick. 

oe Naw: ” 

“Tt was the chief of police.” 

“Come off.” 

“That’s who it was. Didn’t you see his gold star when 
he threw his coat open ?” 

<4 Naw. bb) 

The fellow was evidently spoiling for a fight. 

“Well, I did,” said Nick. 

“JT wish he’d banged him one.” 

Nick faced the crowd with his elbows on the edge of 
the bar. 

“You act to me like a man who wants a scrap,” he 
said, looking the fellow squarely in the face. 

“You're a good guesser,” was the reply. “I was just 
thinkin’ of twistin’ your neck.” 

“You couldn’t twist a cork out of a beer bottle,” said 
Nick. 

The fellow paused, half frightened by the Yankee’s 
audacity. ; Si 

“Do you see that nail-head in the wooden partition 
back there?” asked the detective, pointing toward the 
rear end-of the place. ; Vales 

The partition was so far away that, in the dim light of 
the place, many of the men could not see the nail-head 
to which the detective called attention. 

Nick raised his revolver ané fired. 

The bullet struck the nail fair on the head and drove 
it into the board. é 

The loungers about the stove left their warm places 
long enough to inspect the spot where the ball had 
struck. 

“The best shot I ever saw,” said one of them. sf 

Nick took out a long, keen-bladed knife. 

“Watch where I put it,” he said, “right in the center 
of that red mark.” 
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dicated. 

The loungers gazed at the detective in astonishment. 

“That don’t prove that you can handle your fists,” said 
the bully, sullenly. 

Nick reached out his hands. 

“Hold them down, if you can,” he said to the bully. 

With a grin on his ulgy face the fellow seized both 
wrists. 

“Tll buy the drinks for the ‘crowd if you can get them 
away,” he said, winking at his pals by the stove. 

The fellow thought he had good reason to say this, for 
he was known as the strongest man in that part of the 
city. Nick raised his hands, and the bully bung on to 
them. 

As the detective raised his arms the fellow threw his 
whole weight upon them. 

He was lifted clear of the floor. 

Then Nick threw him off and gave him a blow that sent 
him to the opposite side of the saloon. 

“Vou amateur sports make me tired,” he said. 

The bully sprang to his feet, but he had no idea of at- 
tacking the man who haa exhibited such wonderful 
strength and skill. ; 

“Wot game you workin’,” he demanded. 

“The New York boys sent me on to look over the 
ground for the big fair,” was the reply. 

“They sent a good man,” said the bully, sullenly. 

“The Chicago gang is spoiling the whole business,” said 
Nick, “but they’ll all be doing time before our boys get 
here.” 

“Why don’t you come in with us?” asked the bully. 


. “We've got a pretty good crowd here.” 


“When I get my game all ready,” was the reply, “I'll 
take you in.” 

The bully stepped up to the bar. 

“The drinks is on me,” he said. 

“JT should say not,” said the detective. 
object I’ll buy this round myself.” 

After the drinks had been disposed of Nick sat down 
at one of the tables and began playing cards. 

The pack used wasacoinmon saloon pack, with the 
value of each card marked in fine lines on the back. 

“There’s no use in playing out the hand,” Nick said, 


“Tf you don’t 


ina moment, “I have all the good cards except the ace, 


and the player on my right has that.. See?” 

The cards were shown down, and it was found that 
Nick had called the hands correctly. 

“How do you do that?” asked one of the players. 

“Easy enough. I can tell every card you have in your 
hand.” 

It was tried several times, and Nick always named the 
ecards correctly. 

The detective began to enjoy the experience he was 
having. — 


If he had known that the man under arrest, and the) 


man who had shot at him through the window, had rec- 
ognized him in spite of his disguise, he might not have 


been so easy in his mind, although he would have kept) 


on in the course he was pursuing. 

He wanted to “make himself solid with the gang.” 

He knew that in order to get at the bottom of the mys- 
tery he was trailing he would have to almost live in 
saloons, and he wanted to fix himself so that he would be 
received by ‘the gang without suspicion. 

There was no danger of his being bothered by the 
saloon toughs, he thought, after he had shown himself to 
be their superior in strength and skill. - 

His idea was to make them fear him, and he had, for 
the time being, succeeded, but he could not tell how long 
it would last. 

As he sat at the table a man lounged in and stopped at 
the cigar counter, which was separated from the bar by 
a high screen. 

He ordered a cigar, and stood talking with the bar- 
tender for some moments. 

The topic of conversation must have been an exciting 
one, for both men seemed to be very nervous. 

“T don’t believe it,” said the bartender, at length. 

“Well, that’s the word Hurley sent down.” 

_“ How does he know ?” 


“Knew him in New York.” 

“What would Nick Carter be doing here?” . 

“ After some crook. Maybe after the whole gang.” 

“Well, he’ll get left.” “ 

“Did you ever hear of Nick Carter getting left?” 

‘‘There’s a first time to everything.” 

“You’d better get the boys together to-night.” 

“T have a scheme worth two of that.” _ 

“What is it?” 

The men talked in whispers for a few moments, and 
then the stranger went away. 

One by one the loungers stepped up to the bar, in re- 
sponse to a sly signal, and received instructions from the 
mixer of drinks. 

In a short time the detective heard a whispered conver- 
sation going on at the table next to where he was sitting. 

He leaned back in his chair and listened. 

“The money is always left in the drawer,” he heard one 
of the men say, “and there is no one there at night but 
the old man.” 

‘W hat’s the number of the place?” asked another. 

“T don’t know the number,” was the reply, “but it is 
the red light saloon on Archer avenue, near Twentieth 
street.” 

“We'll be here at eleven o’clock, ther ?” 

“Yes; and te-morrow morning we’ll each have a wad 
of greenbacks.” : ‘ 

Nick stepped up to the bar, bought a cigar, and strolled 
out of the place. 

He was laughing heartily as he boarded a State street 
car going north. 

“That’s very funny,” he thought. “I wonder if they 
thought they had some jay from Kalamazoo to deal with? 
It is a sure thing, though, that they are on to me. There 
is some New York crook in the gang. 
who fired that shot.” 

The detective understood that the conversation at the 
table had been intended for his ears. ' 

“They want to get me down there and killme. Well, 
if I have time, perhaps I'll go down there and give them 
awhirl. The first thing, however, is to get track of the 
leader of this gang.” 

A short distance along Chick, Nick Carter’s trusty as- 
sistant, got on the car and stood on the rear platform. 
He was dressed as a mechanic. 

The car was quite crowded, and several people were 
standing up. 

Among these was a tall, handsome young fellow wear- 
ing elegant clothes and a fine diamond pin. 

Nick watched him carelessly for a moment, and then 
became strangely interested. 

The fellow’s gloved hand lay against the breast of his 
coat, with the thumb and first finger stretched out in the 
shape of a crescent. 

“There’s something going on here,” thought the detect- 
ive. “I must keep my eyes on that chap.” 

A plainly dressed fellow sat at the rear end of the car, 
and the man in front seemed to be communicating with 
him by signs. f 

Then Nick gave a start of surprise. 

The man at the rear end of the car removed his glove 
for an instant, and Nick saw that the first joint of the 
third finger of the right hand was missing. 

“There’s my sand-bagger,” thought the detective. 


In a moment the man in front spread the four fingers 


of his right hand out on the breast of his coat. 

Then the man at the rear turned further toward the 
front and looked keenly at the fourth person from the 
front end of the car, on the right-hand side. It wasa 
richly dressed woman. . 

A costly hand-bag lay in her lap. 


The richly dressed man had spotted the game, and the : 


thug was to rob her. 

“TI don’t see how these Chicago crooks get enough to 
eat,” thought the detective. ‘‘A child ought to get on to 
their tricks.” 

It is needless to say that Nick changed his mind in this 
regard before he got out of the World’s Fair city. 

The woman got out at Madison street and walked along 
to the Boston store, with the two crooks not far behind. 
Nick and Chick never lost sight of the three. 


I'd like to know _. 


away. 
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Entering the store, the woman stopped at the elevator 
on the south side of the main floor. The two crooks 
crowded close against her, but there was a great crowd 
about the elevator and about the remnant table standing 
close by, so she did not notice the crowding. 

In a moment the woman gave a scream, and cried out 
that her hand-bag had been taken. & 

The thug started to edge out of the crowd, and Chick 
seized him by he collar. | 

Without waiting an instant the fellow struck a savage 
blow at Chick and broke away. Nick saw him passing 
the hand-bag to the man with the diamond. 

Quick as a flash Nick reached out his hand and grabbed 
the bag. 

By this time the private detectives employed by the firm 
were on the spot, watching the ones who had had nothing 
to do with the affair. 

Chick sprang after the thug, but he dodged away in 
the crowd, leaving the other crook looking wildly about 
for the bag which had so mysteriously eluded his grasp. 

Then he saw Nick step up tothe woman and hand 
her the bag. 

“The thief handed it to me,” he said, ‘‘instead of his 
pal.” 

The well dressed thief, stood looking on with his eyes 
almost hanging out of his head. 

“You give me a pain,” Nick whispered to him. “Get 
out or you will be run in.” 

The fellow made a break for the door, with Nick close 
at his heels, 

““Come to the Palmer house reading-room in an hour,” | 
the crook whispered. “I want to talk with you.” 

This was just what Nick wanted. His idea was to get 
acquainted with the fellow. If he had arrested him, there | 
would have been no chance of using him. He thought it 
better to let the fish he had on his hook play around a} 
little before landing him. 

The crook passed out without being molested, but Nick 
was seized at the door. aN 

“We have you at’ last,” shouted one of the amateur de- 
tectives. ' 

Then two more private watchmen sprang upon the de- 
tective and began to threaten him with clubs and billies. | 
At last one of them struck him, and then he turned 

himself loose. 

One, two, three! : 

The men went down like nine-pins. 

The crush in the store and on the walk in front was 
now terrific. 

Nick sprang away, and ran into the outstretched arms 
of a uniformed officer. 

The detective could not afford to be arrested there. 

He gave the policeman a tap on the chin and broke 
In a moment hie was lost in the crowd. 

He knew that) 
He certainly 


Things could not have turned out better. 
the crook had seen the whole transaction. 
ought to have confidence in him now. 

Nick was getting a fine start. 


Among. those who held their hands highest were a 
richly dressed man and a shabby commercial drummer « 
on a drunk. 

In response to a command from one of the robbers, the 
saloon keeper drew out the cash drawer and placed it 
on the bar, where it was soon rifled of its contents. 

“You’re a nice lot of suckers,” roared one of the masked 
men. “There ain’t ten dollars in the whole crowd.” 

“We might give you our notes,” said Nick, witha grin. 

‘And the saloon keeper might indorse them,” laughed 
the slick looking fellow. 

“You’re too gay,” said one of the robbers. “Give me 
that diamond. I can get a dollar or two on that.” 

“Keep it out of the wet,” said the fellow. “It’s alum.” 

The highwayman took the pin, but the quick-eyed de- 
tective saw him hand it back when he thought no one 
was looking. 

**T thought so,” muttered Nick. 

“What you mutterin’ about?” demanded a _ robber. 
“We'll have to search you, I guess.” 

“Let him alone,” said he of the diamond pin. “ You’ve 
got all he has except his jag and his bad breath.” 

“You dry up.” 

As be spoke the robber thrust his hand into one of the 
detective’s pockets. 

Nick knocked him down, and, springing back, drew his 
révolver and shot out the lights. 

For an instant there was a mighty scrambling in the 
dark, and then the back door closed with a bang. 

“They have gone,” shouted the sport. “Light the 
lamps. Why don’t you burn gas, Hans?” 

The saloon keeper, groaning all the time that he was 
ruined, lighted a candle and then went out after new 
burners and chimneys for the lamps. oe 

“Say. Gene,” whispered Nick to the man he had met 
by appointment at the Palmer House that afternoon ; “ they 
do the business up slick, don’t they ?” 

“T should say they did. What did you knock that man 
down for?’ You had better look in the pocket he put his 
hand in.” 

Nick felt in his pocket, and there was all the money 
he had taken from him. 

“T told them not to rob you,” said Gene. 

“TI know that,” was the reply, “but you brought me 


here to see what sort of stuff I was made of, and I wanted 


to show you—see ?” 

“Ves, I see, but you might have got 4 bullet in your 
head, all the same.” 

“T noticed that you got your diamond back.” 

“How do you know that?” 

“T saw it done.” 

“Vou have sharp eyes.” 

‘‘The New York boys wouldn’t send a blind man here, 
would they ?” 

“They didn’t, at any rate.” 

-“VYou have a great gang,” continued Nick. 
“The best organized band in the world.” 
“T should think so,” was the reply. “I have been shot 


His only anxiety was now about Chick. He wanted the|at once, held up once, and caught by the coppers once 


thug arrested, but he did not want to do it himself. 

would show him up in his true character at once. 
At the end of an hour he walked into the Palmer House 

reading-room. _ 


That | since I have been here.” 


“T guess you’ll do,” said Gene: 
“Where now 2” asked Nick, as Gene started away. 
“T want to get out before the coppers get here, and, 


But the Yankee seller of cordial had become a shabby besides, I want to see if the gang will let you in.” 


commercial drummer on a drunk. 


“All right. We may as well make a night of it. It’s 


Nick wanted to watch the crook before making himself| ten o’clock now.” 


known. 


Nick soon found himself in a Cottage Grove avenue 


saloon. 


It was a small, badly-lighted place, but the trade 


seemed to be very good. At least twenty men were in 


CHAPTER ITI. 


the saloon. 
and Nick was satisfied that he had struck one of the meet- 


They were all very tough looking citizens, 


ing places of the gang. 


A BLOW IN THE DARK. 


When Gene walked in, the thumb and first finger of 


his right hand were extended on his breast in the form 


“Throw up your hands, every mother’s son of you !” 

The request was accompanied by the leveling of three 
huge revolvers, in the hands of as many masked men. 

There were half a dozen men in the saloon, drinking 


of a crescent. 


The two men seated themselves at a table near the 


back end of the room and ordered the drinks. 


One of the first men Nick saw was the thug he had seen 


and plaving cards, and all threw up their hands without |in the State street car and the Boston store. The man 


boss of time. 


[had just entered the place. 
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He had changed his clothes for a more respectable rig, The Chinaman crept out from the shadow of a cigar 
but the first joint of the third finger of the right hand sign where he had been standing and followed Sandy. 


was missing. He noticed that three men kept with Sandy all the time. 
“There’s our friend,” whispered the detective. When he came to a strong light in front of a store 
. Where ?” | he saw that the three men were the same ones who had 
Nick nodded toward the thug. [responded when the numbers were called out by the man 
“Yes, that’s Sandy. Don’t let him know that you rec- behind the bar. . 

ognize him.” “They have itgin for Sandy,” thought the detective, 
Sandy appeared to be in bad odor with the other mem- “and if they are anything like the old Night-Hawks of 

bers of the party. Philadelphia, he will ‘be found dead some morning. I 
Whenever he approached a little group and began to wonder what he has done?” 

talk the men composing the group walked away. | The party Nick was following proceeded toward the 


The fellow seemed to know that he was being avoided, lake for one block and then turned north. ; 
and was drinking heavily. Besides, there was an odor Then they passed along a short distance and stopped in 


of opium about him. front of an old brick barn. It was a quarter past ten. 
The man behind the bar took up a piece of paperand ‘There was a high brick wall in the rear of the barn, and 

called out three numbers: next to that was an elegant mansion, facing on Cottage 
“Hive, seven, forty-three.” Grove avenue. 
In a moment three men arose from their seats and The men entered the barn and closed the door. 

stepped into the back room. | Then a man came out of a side entrance and stood a 
As they passed the table where the detective sat, one short distance away as though watching. 

of them gave a sudden start and halted a moment. ' He saw the Chinaman standing on the walk, and or- 


He seemed about to say something, but he changed his dered him away with a curse and a blow. 
mind and followed his companions without opening his Nick walked south again and sprang over the fence 


lips. ; into the inclosure in which the barn stood. 
The door had hardly closed when some oneintherear 4. carriage shed had been built against one side of the 
room began to whistle “ Comrades.” structure, and Nick lost no time in getting into it. 
Gene started when the first bar of music reached his ,!t was not as dark on the inside as he had expected to 
ears, but soon settled back into his chair again. _ find it. é . 
After a short pause he said to Nick: | A window opened into the shed from the barn, anda 
“Youll have to step out now, but don’t go far. I will Pale light crept through the dusty and frost-covered 
call you in a moment.” /panes. ; 
Nick stepped out on the walk. As he listened he heard some one walking up and down 
But he had no idea of entering the place again that the walk on the other side of the fence. 
night. i “They didn’t get the right kind of sentinel out,” he 


thought, with a smile. 

Nick placed a board against the wall of the barn and 
climbed up to the window. 

He could hear voices on the inside, but, owing to the 
frost on the window, he could see nothing. ; 

Finally, however, his breath melted the frost away, 
and he saw a large number of men seated inside. 

Many of the men were the same ones Le had seen in the 
saloon. 

They were calling the roll by numbers. 

The numbers ran from one to eighty-six. 

About half che numbers called responded. 


He could learn nothing more there, and he had an idea 
that one of the men who had responded when the num- 
bers were called had recognized him. 

“They are sharper than I thought,” he muttered. 

He had geod reason to be certain of this before the 
next morning. 

After waiting an instant to make sure that no one was 
watching him, Nick slipped into an alley and entered a 
wagon shed which was unlocked. 

In five minutes a Chinaman passed down the alley to 
the next street west, and turning to the south, passed | 
around the block and came to the door of the saloon; “All who were summoned are here,” said a deep voice 
again. re ” , 3 

a I haven’t had this rig on before since I left San Fran-| eee es the response. 
cisco,” thought Nick, as he walked along. “I wonderif|. « To ich sgisee? 
EBRy wan Gaur OnNO Qe Peake air ee from which direction ?” 

As Nick reached the saloon, the door was flung open! « On de.” 2 
and half a dozen men rushed out. “Name the point of the compass.” 


‘Two went down the alley, two went south, and two} “Bast.” - 


went north. There wag already some one watching: « Dangerous ?” 
across the street. “More than dangerous—deadly.” 
In a short time they all met.at the saloon door again. ‘Heh GANG me” thon ahi ihe deoriite Chinas 
“I told you so,” one of the men said, with an oath.|; “Who ison guard?” continued the voice : 
“ You will see no more of that drunken drummer.” “Rive, seven, forty-three.” ; 
“'Why, he’s working our racket now,” said Gene. “Do they know the task set for them?” 
* Yes, he is,” was the reply. “He wasa Yankee selling; « They do.” 
cordial when you first saw him, wasn’t he?” | “Then let them act.” 
st Viegs? . Nick was certain that Sandy h 
66 Well, that’s Nick Carter !” ‘ ocd an Shee ee Bent. nay ad entered the place, but 
46 ; ? 2 ay u 
gen Ay git be arrost us athe Boston stor, thent”) "tho ghee men’ who had accompanied him, however, 
i dy. g ‘ciate | were prominent figures in the meeting, and occupied seats 
. pane he eee ne ee gang. close to the chair of the leader. 
ell, he beats the devil! : : ; As the Jast words were ] : i 
Gene thought it best not to mention the robbery in the anq passed through a Eriall He BR is bane 
saloon. | Nick puzzled over this not a little. 
He knew that the men would find it out, but he’ Therear wall of the barn was built close against the 
wanted time to do something to protect himself. back wall of the mansion. 
“Nick Carter is onto me, all right,” he thought, “and| How, then, could a door be there? 
I must either get out before morning, or lay mighty still.”| But the door was there. 


Of course the detective heard only a very small part; Jt must lead into the house itself. 
of this talk, but he heard enough to let him know that the| There was no other way of accounting for it. 
disguises he had worn had been penetrated by the man’ There was dead silence for a moment after the depart- 
from New York, whoever he was. ure of the three men. ; 

In a few moments the men all passed out of the saloon, Then, very faintly, there came the sound of a heavy 
going in different directions. | blow and a cry of pain. 


ee oe ane 
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Then all was still again. 

“T guess that’s the last of Sandy,” thought the detect- 
ive, as he looked at his watch and saw it was half past 
ten. - 

For an instant a blue light flashed up from the leader’s | 
chair, and then the place was in darkness. 

Then thr ee numbers were called : 

“ Four, eleven, fifty.” 

“All here.” 

“What do we do with spies?” 

“Leave them rotting in the highway.” 

“With what mark ?” 

“The mark of the crescent.” 

“Then let the appointed ones act.” 

. “That’s a good scheme,” thought Nick. “The gang| 
don’t even know who the men are W ho are to put me out 
of the way.” 

The detective heard the men passing out, and then the 
place was still. 

He was about to leave his hiding-place, well satisfied 


with his night’s work, when a slight sound in the shed | 


attracted his attention. 

Some one was approaching him in the darkness. 

He dropped off the board and drew his weapon. 

He could hear the breathing of the man now. 

Keeping close to the side of the wall, he tried to creep 
out of the place. 

He could see nothing, but he now by the sounds that 
the fellow was following him by the noise he made. 

Nick stopped again and listened. 

His first impulse was to shoot at random, and then he 
realized that the chances of hitting his opponent were 


small, and that the flash of the pistol would reveal his | 


wher eavouts. 

He turned toward the entrance again, and found he was 
being followed as before. 

“T am dealing with a desperate gang,” he thought, “and 
I should have had Chick within call.” 

But it was too late then. 

Summoning all his strength, the detective gave a sud- 
den spring in the drection of the door. 

He struck a figure in the darkness. 

The next instant he was felled to the floor by a blow 
from some blunt weapon wielded by powerful hands. 


CHAPTER IV. 
CHICK MAKES A DISCOVERY. 


When Sandy left the Boston store, with Chick in close 
pursuit. he started southward. 

He took a State street car to Forty-third street, and 
then crossed over to South Halsted street. 
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Sandy and his companion enterted the auction-room 
and took seats. 

Chick entered a moment later, but he did not look like 
the Chick who had made a gr ab at Sandy at the Boston 
store. 

He was dressed as a gay young man about town, and 
sported a huge brass chain on his vest front. 

He walked about on the seats until he came to a place 
just below where the two crooks were sitting. 

There he sat down and seemed to devote all his atten- 
tion to the auction sale. 

“Come, come,” shouted the man in the ring, with a 
crack of his long whip, “ here’s a serviceable, sound horse 
going for sixty dollars. It’s a shame. Cost more in In- 
diana.” 

Chick bid sixty-two and a half, just to show that he 
ihad business there, and was very much relieved when 
a buyer on the other side of the ring raised his bid. 

“Warranted for wind. and work,” shouted the ring- 
master. 

i Then Chick caught a few words from the men behind 
| him. 

“He’s gone over town,” said the man from the barber 
shop, “and we shall have to wait until he comes back.” 

“T have a date for to-night,” said Sandy. 

‘“Well, we can wait until seven o’clock, and then if he 
doesn’t come you can go away and leave the rest to me.” 

It was slow waiting there all the afternoon, but Chick 
staid close by the side of the crooks, bidding now and 
then on horses, but never buying. 

At last it began to grow dark, and the sale was closed. 
pinee the men went away, and the detective followed 
them. 

They stationed themselves at Fifth avenue. 

Chick passed a few rods down the street and waited. 

Presently a,man joined the two crooks. 

The street-car was not running regularly on the line 
from Halsted street to the stock yards, and now and then 
/a man walked down the street and turned towar d the 
|Transit House. 

At last a heavily built man made his appearance, talk- 
jing rapidly. 

When he reached Fifth avenue the three men sprang 
out at him. 

Chick was by his side in a moment. 
not seem to need any help. 

When the highwaymen called out to him to throw up 
‘|his hands he obeyed, but one.of his hands held a revolver 
about a foot long. 

Crack. 

Bang. 

Crack. 

The man was pumping lead in the direction of the rob- 
bers most industriously. He acted like a cowboy out for 
a holiday. 

The robbers broke and ran, with Chick in hot pursuit. 

But it was impossible to catch them, and Chick finally 
contented himself with keeping Sandy in sight. 

It was with great difficulty that he did this, but after 
_a time Sandy stopped running and boarded a Forty-third 


But the man did 


There he took another car to the great stock yards, | street car. 


and brought up in the office of the Transit House. 

He looked over the hotel register, and then stepped | 
back to the barber shop. 

As he entered a man arose from a chair by the window, 
where he had been reading a morning paper, and the 


two men walked out in the direction of “the ring,” 
~ where horses were being sold at auction. 


“The ring” looks like a theater with the stage in the 
center. Rough board seats rise, row above row, in the 
form of a circle, on every side the horses on sale being 
placed, one at a time, in the round space at the foot of 
the seats. 

Hundreds of horses, good, bad, and indifferent, are sold 
here every day in the week except on Sunday. 
rive in car-loads, and the sellers frequently carry away 
thousands of dollars in their pockets. 


“Sandy, with the help of that man he picked up in the | 


barber shop, has spotted some one here,” thought Chick. 
“T wonder if he ean do two jobs of sand-bagging in one 
day and not get caught at it?” 


They ar- | 


His companions had long ago disappeared. 

By making a quick run to the end of the block, very 
\long in that part of Chicago, Chick managed to catch the 
Hear. 

Sandy looked decidedly ugly. 

He had been informed that the man they had attacked 
i had several thousand. dollars in his possession, and he felt 
just as if he had lost one third of all the money the fel- 
low carried. He took a State street car when that street 
was reached, and went north, getting off at Polk street. 

He loitered about the corner a moment, and tnen 
-walked to Clark street. Here he turned into a laundry 
and slipped through a back door. 

During one of his previous visits to Chicago, Chick had 
been in the laundry, and knew that a rather ar istocratic 
|opium joint was in the basement. 

He entered the laundry, passed through the real agar 
and went down a long flight of steps. 

There he entered a small room, watched over by a 
.Chinaman., 
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“Pipe?” demanded the Celestial. 

Seni : 

“Allee full.” 

“Come off, chink,” said Chick, “I’ve been here before, 
an’ know all about that racket. You’re on the make. 
How’s that?” 

He slipped a five-dollar gold piece into the Chinaman’s 
hand as he spoke, and the door to the opium room was 
at once opened. o 

Sandy was drawing the curtain in front ofa richly 
firnished stall. Le a 

Chick dodged back#And turned to the Chinaman. 

Taking a twenty-lollar gold piece from-his pocket, he! 
pointed to the door at the foot of the stairs. 

* Lock it,” he said. 

The Chinaman took the money with a grin and locked 
the door. 

“T want to be a Chinaman for a few moments,” said | 
Chick. 

There was more money in sight, and the Chinaman 
helped the detective to fix up until he looked like a re- 
cent importation from the land of flowers and tea. 

Then the detective entered the opium room and took | 
the stall next to the one he had seen Sandy enter. 

Sandy looked out long enough to curse the seeming | 
Helestial, and then went back to his own stall. 

_“ Who is it?” Chick heard a woman ask. 

“ A staggering Chinaman, drunk with opium.” 

“AH right. And so you didn’t make the scheme work 2” | 

“No,” was the reply. “The fellow had too much lead | 
he wanted to dispose of. How are things on Cottage | 
Grove avenue? I’m in hard luck.” 

“But you got some money on State street?” ‘ 

“Yes; and the gang is on.” 

“What makes you think so?” i Bi 

“The boys are all sour on me. They act strangely.” 

‘““They’ll kill you if they catch you holding out.” 

“They’ve got to do it to-night, then, for I’m going to| 
get out.” 

“You’ve been holding out a long time.’ 

“You’ve had your share.” 

ae Yes. 99 

“Why don’t you go with me?” 

“Perhaps I will. I am getting sick of the whole, 
erowd.” 

“They give you a nice place to live in. 
bad.” 

Chick made a note of the number—3497 Cottage Grove | 
avenue. He was having great luck. 

“Yes: but I’m watched every second,” was the Aes 

“To- night will be my last meeting with the bovs 

“You ought not to go to-night.” 

“The plans are to be laid for the killing of Nick Carter.” 

“Nick Carter! Is he here?” 

“4 Yes.” 

“Then we can't get out too soon! He is a devil! Go, by 
all means, and do what you can to get him out of the 
way.’ 

“Are you going to hit the pipe to-night ?” 

“Of course. That is all the comfort I have.” 

“Who is in the house at 3497 to-night?” 

‘““No one, only the servants in the basement. The 
goachman is outside.” 

“Well. Pll take a pipe and go. 
saloon first.” 

Shick staggered back to the Chinaman. 

“JT want you to fix the pipes so those two people in the 
stall won’t be out in an hour or more,” he said, handing 
him a gold piece. 

“Vou no coppel? You no hulte him, He good custo- 
mel.” 

“No: itsall right. Just some fun.” 

‘Me fix him, but me catche hell to-mollow, allee same.” 

The Celestial was as good as his word, and in a short 
‘time the two crooks were sleeping soundly. 

Then Chick crept into the room. 

The woman’s long cloak, hat, and vail hung on the wall, 
and Chick put themon. He made a very graceful wo- 
man. 

When, a moment later, he appeared before the China-: 
man, that gentleman started back in amazement, think- 


No. 3497. ain’t | 


L have to go to the 
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jing he had made a mistake in mixing the dose he had 


|He thought the woman had returned, 


thrust at his opponent’s throat. 
/and turned the blow. 


given the woman. 

“You no hult him?” he asked, pointing toward the 
room, 

“No; just fun, as I said before. 
here e” 

“ Coachee.” 

This was better than Chick had dared to hope. 

“Which one?” he asked. ‘‘Where is the carriage.” 

White holses alound colner. Me callee he.” 

“All right.” 

Chick found the carriage waiting when he stepped out 
of the laundry. 

The coachman opened the door and asked : 

“Where now ?” 
- “Home.” 

Chick’s imitation of the woman’s voice was perfect. 

In ten minutes the carriage stopped in front of a hand- 
some house on Cottage Grove avenue. 

Chick fumbied in the pocket of his long cloak for a 


How did she come 


‘moment, and then called out to the coachman : 


“Go through the basement and unlock the front door. 
I have forgotten my keys again.” 
The coachman obeyed, and Chick was soon inside the 


| house. 


It was elegantly furnished, and looked like the resi- 
dence of a railway king. 
The detective bolted the street door so that he would 


inot be disturbed, and proceeded to make a tour of in- 


| Spection. 

There was no one in the upper rooms, but he could hear 
the servants talking in the basement. 

“There is nouse of searching down there,” thought 
Chick, looking over the fine apartments on the first floor. 
“Ttis the out-of-the-way rooms that I want to see. I 
may wanta hiding-place before morning. JI am in the 


| headquarters of the gang, and I mean to stay here.” % 


At last, after spending at least three bie in’ the 
house, Chick came to the attic stairs. He was about to 
ascend when he heard the noise of footsteps below him. 
for it was then 
eleven o’clock. 

He stepped into the open door-way of a room near at 
ihand, and listened. A burly negro soon made his appear- 
‘ance on the stairs below. He was carr ying 
buman figure on his back. 

At the bottom of the attic stairs he placed his burden 
on the floor and leaned up against the wall to rest. 

The figure on the floor was clad in the garb of a China- 
i'man, but the face did not look like that of a Celestial. 

‘It was the face of Nick Carter! 

Chick bent forward with the door-knob in his hand. The 
| door creaked on its hinges, and the negro sprang forward. 

The detective tried to draw a weapon, but the negro 
was too quick for him. A desperate hand-to-hand strug- 
gle began. 

Chick was a giant in str cree but the negro was fully 
his match. 

The struggle was a5 Hilent one, but it meant the life of 
the detective or the life of the negro. 

Presently the negro got out a knife and made a savage 
Chick caught his hand 
Then the negro tripped over some- 
thing, and for an instant kis hold on the knife relaxed. 
The next moment he received a blow which felled him 
to the floor, and left him as motionless as the figure he 
had been carrying. 

As the negro fell Chick heard the opening of doors 
below. The struggle had attracted attention. 

Chick seized the unconscious oles? of the detective 
and started up the attic stairs. 


CHAPTER V. 
STRING NUMBER TWO. 


At half-past ten the door of the Chinaman’s little wait- 
ing-room was thrown open, and the angry face of the 
woman who had been drugged early in the evening 
looked in. 


a motionless 
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“What does this mean?” demanded the woman. “ Where 
is Sandy, and where are my cloak and vail #” 

The Chinaman-had been preparing all the evening for 
just such an emergency, and was not at a loss for an 
answer. 


_“ He gone,” said he, coolly. “He go out with cloak and 


vail, just like little-foot wife. Take coachee. Say let lady | 


sleep.” 

The fact was that Sandy had slept but a few moments 
after the departure of Chick, and had hastened away a 
little after eight to meet the members of the secret 
brotherhood in the saloon on Cottage Grove avenue, 
where the reader has already seen him. © 

The Chinaman’s story to the woman was.a very plausi- 
ble one. She understood the peril Sandy was in, and had 
not a doubt that he had taken this means to elude pur- 
suit. 

“You should have called me,” was all she said. 

The Chinaman bustled around a few moments and 
brought out an old cloak and vail. Then he dashed up 
stairs and ordered a carriage. 

The woman gave the driver the number “3497 Cottage 


@rove avenue,” and the carriage whirled away. 


When she reached the house all was stil] on the inside. 

As she entered the parlor, however, she heard a shuf- 
fling of feet somewhere in the top part of the house. 

She stepped to the foot of the stairs and called out: 

“ Sam 2?” 

In a moment a muffled voice answered : 

66 Yes. ” 

‘*What’s that noise up there? 
with you?” 

“No; no one here.” 

* Come down here instantly. 

“Ho? Heaven, miss, I’se in bed.” 

“Well, I shall have something to say to you in th 
morning.” 

The woman closed the door, and Chick started up the 
attic stairs again. Then his burden moved in his arms, 
and, ina moment, slipped down on the stairs. 

“Are you all right, Nick?” he whispered. 

“Yes. I’ve gota sore head, but I guess 1am worth a 
dozen dead men yet. Where are we?” 

In a few words Chick explained where and how he had 
found him. 

“The nigger got the best of me,” said Nick. “‘ Where is 
he now 2” 

“There on the floor.” 

“Dead ?” 

“No, He just got a knock-out blow.” 

“Let’s go and see.” 

The negro coachman was still unconscious. 

“What can we do with him?” asked Chick. 

Nick began to examine the rooms on both sides of the 
hall. 

. “Here’s his room,” he said, ina moment. “We’ll take 
him in here. He’ll be waking up before long.” 

“Then what ?” 

“That depends upon how he acts.” 

The two detectives carried the unconscious negro into 
his room, and placed him on the bed. 

“There,” said Nick, “we’ve got onto the headquarters 
of the gang, and we shall soon have them all under lock 


Have you any one there 


0 


and key. I suppose Sandy is dead.” 


“Why, he was there in the opium joint with the woman 
about eight o’clock. ‘I left him there asleep.” 

“Well, he got to the saloon shortly after that time, and 
went to the brick barn where this coon got the best of 
me. I amcertain that they killed him there, although I 


- don’t know what for.” 


“T do. I heard him admit that he had been holding out 
on the gang, and that, you know, is always death.” 


| “Now we'll get out,” he said. 

“Hadn’t we better stay here ?” i 

“No. Wecan get in at any time by means of: the secret 
door from the barn, aud we must get some rest.” 

There was a motion on the bed, and the negro opened 
his eyes. 

Chick drew a revolver, and held it within a foot of the 
fellow’s head. 

“ Attempt to move or cry out,” he said, “and you area 
dead man.” 

The negro did not appear to be frightened in the least. 

He grinned and turned his eyes toward where Nick, 
still in the Chinaman’s rig, was standing. _ 

“Wo’ Heaven, man,” he said, “I’se powerful glad to see 
yo’ here.” 

“ How’s that, Jumbo?” 

“Thought I dun killed yo’, man.” 

“And you’re glad you’ didn’t?” 

te Sho we 

“Well, you gave me a great crack on the head.” 

“What fo’ yo’ go pokin’ ’bout dem ho’ses ?” 

“Oh, that’s it?” laughed Nick. “You wanted to drive 
me off, eh?” 

“Sho’! Dis nigger was scart to def when he thought he 
done killed you. Nebber hit anudder man.” 

“What were you going to do with me?” 

“Don’t know, massa.” 

The negro’s eyes stuck out like sticks when he took in 
all the details of Chick’s make-up. 

“What yo’ done do wid dem clo’s?” he demanded. 

“Do you know who you’re working for?” demanded 
Nick, without answering the question. 

“Miss Hall.” 

““You’re working for a gang of murderers and thieves, 
and if you don’t do just.as we tell you to we’ll have you 
hanged.” 

The negro turned up his eyes in terror. 

“T will, sho’,” he said. 

The two detectives whispered together for a few mo- 
ments. 

Then Nick saturated a handkerchief with chloroform, 
and held it to the negro’s nose. . ; 

The negro made no resistance, and soon his heavy 
breathing convinced the detectives that he was safe for a 
number of hours. 

Then they crept down stairs. 

Nick had reached the front door, Chick being some feet 
behind him, when the heavy portiere at the parlor door 
was put aside and the woman looked out. 

“Where are you going?” she demanded. 

“See ’bout dem ho’ses,” was the reply. 

The portiere fell into place again, and the two detec- 
tives were soon out of the house. 

They went at once to their room in the Palmer House 
and ordered a hearty meal brought up from the 
restaurant. 

Then, after eating and talking over the startling events 
of the day, they went to hed and slept soundly until 
morning. 

Perhaps they would not have slept so soundly if they 
could have looked into the room where they had left the 
negro, supposedly under the influence of chloroform. 

The door had hardly closed behind them when the negro 
sprang from the bed. 

“Nick Carter isn’t sucha great detective, after all,” he 
muttered, the negro dialect all gone. “He ought to know 
that. there is a way of keeping chloroform out of the 
system. He can get in by the secret door from the barr 
at any time, can he? We’ll see about that.” 

The coachman was one of the sharpest and most des- 
perate men in the whole gang. He had shown evidence 
of his cunning in his manner of dealing with the detec- 


While talking, Nick had been prowling about the room | tives when in their power. 


and the closet adjoining. 


“Here,” he said, bringing an armful of clothes out of | 


the closet, “you put these on, and then we will havea 
ecoachman of our own. A Chinaman and a coachman 
ought to make a pretty good pair to draw to.” 

When Chick had the clothes on, Nick blackened his 
face and made other changes until he was almost a per- 
fect copy of the man lying on the bed. 


He hastened down stairs, and was soon comparing 
‘notes with the woman. He watched the woman closely 
during the entire interview, for one of his duties in the 
house was to watch her. He was not satisfied about the 
‘affair at the opium den which had resulted in his bringing 
aspy into the house. He blamed himself for not watch- 
ing the house closer after leaving the opium den. 

The woman still believed that it was Sandy who had 
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ordered the rig away, and he let her think so. The woman! ‘‘They didn’t come in there,” said the merchant. “We 


and Sandy had been chums and companions in crime long} found that door locked this morning.” 


before they had joined the brotherhood, and the negro 


Nick unlocked’ the door with his skeleton key, and 


did not know how shé would take the announcement of | passed down the stairs, carrying a light in his hand. 


his murder by the gang. 


Half-way down he saw something glittering on one of 


In half an hour all the members of the gang were’ the steps. 


- notified that Nick Carter and his assistant had secured | 
admission into the house and that they had gone away in 
disguise—one as a Chinaman, and the other as the negro 
coachman. 

But the detectives knew nothing of this, and so slept 
very soundly, for the day had been a busy one. 

Shortly after breakfast next morning Nick made his 
appearance at the oftice of the chief of police. 


‘on Loomis street. 
been cut out of a small window. Then a pane of glass had 
been broken out and the hinges of the sash removed. 


He took it in his hand, and found it to be a plated drop 


from an ear-ring. 


“They came through this way,” he said, “and locked the 


door after them when they went out.” 


He followed along to the side of the basement opening 
There he found that a wire screen had 


The 


Major McClaughry was very much pleased when he/jstore above had been entered by means of a skeleton key. 


found out who his visitor was. ° 

‘“You don’t know how glad lam to see you here,” he 

"said. 
murderers.” 

‘“ Anything new?” 

“Yes. Another murder and a daring burglary last 
night, and a man was held up near the stock yards early 
last evening.” : 

“Tell me about the murder. I haven’t had time to read | 
the morning papers,” said Nick. 

“Tt is a peculiar case. The man was found dead on the 
lake front, with every identifying piece of clothing re- 
moved.” 

“ Anything peculiar about the body 2” 

“The first joint of the third finger of the right hand is 
missing.” 

‘‘Anything else?” 

66 No. bh 

“Where is the body ?” 

“At the morgue.” 

Nick turned toward the door. 

“Wait,” said the chief, “don’t you want some help?” 

‘“‘T may want half a dozen men before long, but when I 
do I will let you know.” 

“Cail on me for anything you want. 
now that I know you are here.” 

Nick laughed. 

“When you go out-on State street again,” he said, “ take 
some one with you. The toughs down that way had as 
soon hit the chief of police as any gne.” 

The chief looked astonished. 

“How did you find. that out?” he asked. “I have told 
no one.” 

““Wasn’t Obed Green there selling cordial ?” 


I shall sleep easy, 


-A costly handkerchief lay on the basement floor. 
“The burglar.got his hands dirty moving the sash,” 


‘“We are having a bad time with the thieves and | thought Nick, ‘and cleaned them on this handkerchief. 
He must be a dude.” 


Then he noticed a peculiar perfume coming from the 


handkerchief. 


“That seems familiar,” thought Nick. 
In a moment the truth flashed upon him. 
Gene, the exquisite who had taken him to the saloon on 


Cottage Grove avenue, had carried just such a perfume 
about his person. 


“It is the Crescent Brotherhood, all right enough,” 
thought the detective. “ String Number Two.” 

Nick went back to the store without saying anything 
about his discoveries, and looked keenly over the crowd 
of loungers gathered there. 

He was satisfied that some member of the Crescent 
Brotherhood was watching everything that was done by 
the officers. 

The next thing was to pick out the man. 

In this the detective failed. 

When he stepped into his rig to leave the place he saw 
that a carriage started away a2 moment later, with two 
men in it. 

The detective drove up and down side streets for some 
time, but the carriage in the rear was always in sight. 

“They are playing the shadow. act too strongly,” 
thought Nick. “A baby ought to get onto that.” 

Finally a long stretch of vacant ground was reached, 
and then the carriage drove rapidly along until it was 
abreast of the one in which the detective was riding. 

“Took out,” shouted one of the men, “you are running 


into us.” § ; 
Nick’s hand was on his pistol, for he knew that the 
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Then you have been here ever since yesterday morn-| en meant business. 


ing? You do beat the Old Scratch !” 
. Nick went directly to the morgue. 


And on the bare skin of his shoulder was the mark of a 
crescent. 


_| volver in his hand and dropped from the seat. 
Tne dead an veo eey ‘| whistled just over his head. 


Asthe fellow cried out Nick saw the gleam of a re- 
The bullet 


Nick was getting tired of being shot at. He raised his 
gun and fired. One of the men fell back in the carriage, 


Then the detective walked back to the office of the chief/q,.4 The remaining crook lashed the horse into a run. 


of police, and picked up a morning paper. 
- After reading a full account of the burglary referred 

to, he turned to the chief. 

“JT want a line,” he said, “giving me a roving commis- 
sion as detective. I may need it.” 

The chief sat down to write the note. 

“ What name?” he asked. 

“Sol White.” 

Major McClaughry smiled, and filled out the blank. 

In half an hour Nick was at the general store on Blue 
Island avenue, where the burglary had been committed. 

“T’ve got.one string on the gang now,” he thought, 
“and I must find another here. I think about three strings 
will land them all.” 

Nick found the store in great confusion, and the pro- 
prietor laboring under terrible excitement. 


Nick fired again, and the horse fell. 
The next moment Nick had his handcuffs on the crook, 


who was begging for mercy. It was Gene. 
“String Number Two caught the first fish,” thought the 


detective. 


CHAPTER VI. 
A PIECE OF MACHINERY AT WORK. 


Madam Hall sat reading the morning paper in the ele- 


gant mansion at Cottage Grove avenue. - 
There was a long account of the finding of a body on 


e lake front, and she plunged into that at once. 


“They have robbed me of fifteen hundred dollars’ worth | th 
A dark frown gathered on her handsome face as she 


of property,” said the merchant, “and these officers can’t 
find out how they got in.” 

“Was the safe opened?” asked Nick. 
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“Just took what they could get without making any 
noise ?” 

<3 Yes.” 

Nick tried the basement door, but found it locked. 


read. 
The only identifying mark, the paper stated, was the 


absence of the first joint of the third finger of the right 
hand. 

The woman threw down the paper with an exclamation 
of rage, and turned toward the coachman, who stood in 


the room, watching her every movement. 
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woe SS Is it true that Sandy has been murdered ?” 
13 es.’ z 

“There was a crescent on the shoulder of the body. 

was done by the Brotherhood ?” 
Y 46 Yes. ” 

‘““Why was it done? I never heard a word about it?” 

“He took his share of the plunder the other men 
brought in, and reported nothing on his own account.” 

“Ts that all?” 

“That is all.” 

The frown on the woman’s face deepened. 

“ Have we no enemies to destroy,” she demanded, ‘“‘that 
we turn our weapons on our friends?” | 

The coachman left the room without a word, and passed 
out into the street by the front door. 

After glancing keenly about, he walked away a short 
distance, and entered a barber shop on the opposite side 
of the street. 

Instead of taking a chair, however, he stood by the 
window, watching the house he had just left. 

In a moment a second negro coachman passed down the 
basement steps and entered the house by way of the 
kitchen. Then the negro in the barber shop: walked 
around the block and brought up/at the entrance to the 
stable in the rear of the mansion. 

Chick had received his orders from Nick Carter, before 
leaving his room that morning. 

He was to shadow the house on Cottage Grove avenue, 
and make an effort to find out something about the leader 
of the band. 

Both detectives were satisfied that the real head of the 

_band of thugs and murderers had not yet shown up. 

They knew that there was some strong will behind all 
the movements of the common toughs who had been en- 
countered. ; 

_ Their work would not be finished until they had cap- 
tured and convicted that man, whoever he was. 

Chick went to the vicinity of the house disguised as the 
negro coachman. Of course he knew nothing of the scene 
which had taken place in the house immediately after 
the departure of Nick and himself the previous night. 

He did not know the kind of man he was dealing with 
when he was matching himself with the negro. 

He knew that the negro would tell about the detective 
wearing away his clothing, but that was the very reason 
why he went there in that disgyise. The very audacity 
of the action would be apt to protect him. 

No one would expect a detective to make a second play 
of that kind. 

If he could get into the house while the negro was away, 
he thought he would be all right. 

When the coachman went out, therefore, he entered by 
means of the basement. 

He knew that it was very risky, but there seemed to be 
no otner way of getting into the house. 

The domestics in the lower part of the house suspected 
nuthing, and Chick passed up the stairs, anxious to re- 
move his disguise and hide somewhere betore the coach- 
man returned. . 

The woman of the house was undoubtedly the mistress 
of the leader of the gang, and Chick wanted to stay there 
in hiding until he got some idea who the fellow was. 

At the very head of the stairs he met Miss Hall. 

“You have reported me, I suppose,” she said, with a 
sneer. 

Chick did not know what reply to make, and so he re- 
mained silent. 5 

“Tt will be a sorry day for you if you have,” continued 
the woman. “The Colonel will be here to-day.” 

“Glad to see Massa Kunnel,” said Chick. 

The woman drew back and beckoned the detective into 
the parlor. 

She knew in an instant that the counterfeit coachman 
was again before her. The real coachman never talked 
such dialect as that. She had been deceived the night be- 
fore, when she had. heard his voice indistinctly, but she 
was on her guard now. 

Followed by the detective, the woman passed through 
the long parlors and seated herself in a room at the rear 
of the house. = 


“Is it true?” she demanded, with a stamp of her pretty| Chick began involuntarily to look for the secrét 


Iti 


door: 
commuicating with the stable. 

He knew it must open from that room. 

The woman threw herself into a chair, and pointed the 
detective to another. There was a smile on her face. 

“Now, Mr. Nick Carter, what do you want here?” she 
demanded. 

Chick sprang to his feet. 

The woman placed her hand on a bell-rope. 

“Sit down,” she said. ‘One movement of this cord, and 
a dozen men will spring through the wa). What do you 
want here ?” 

“You ought to be able to guess that.” 

“You are after the Crescent Brotherhood ?” 
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“T want to make terms with you.” 

“Well?” 

“Sandy was murdered last night.” 

‘‘T know that.” . 

“And my own life is threatened. The man you repre- 
sent has even now gone to report me to the Brotherhod.” 

“Yes. I heard your talk with Sandy last night.” 

“You did. Where ?” « 

“In the opium joint.” 

“Then perhaps you will return my cloak and vail,” said 
the woman, with a smile, for she admired the nerve of 
the man before her. 

“They are in the coachman’s room.” 

“You know how'l stand here, then?” 

“Certainly.” 

“T want to get away, but I want one member of the 
Brotherhood’ to go with me.” 

“ And that one member is the leader ?” 

TOON eres?) 

‘““Why don’t you go?” 

“The Colonel is not ready.” 

“And you don’t care what becomes of the rest of the 


2 


“Where can I hide?” 

The woman opened a panel in the wall. 

“No one knows of this place,” she said. 
be very still.” 

The woman closed the panel and turned away. 

It was opened again in an instant, and Chick looked 
out. 

The woman’s back was turned toward the secret hiding- 
place. 

Then the panel was closed again. 

The grating noise in the wall continued for an instant, 
and then a frescoed panel moved around on hinges, and 
the negro coachman stepped into the room. 

Behind him were half a dozen brutal-looking men. 

“ Where is he?” demanded the negro, angrily. 

Miss Hall looked up with well-assumed astcnishment. 

“To whom do you refer?” she asked. 

“To the détective who came here in disguise a short 
time ago.” 

The woman arose with a look of anger on her face. 

“Your conduct is insufferable,” she said. “I shall leave 
the house at once.” 

The negro threw himself before the door. 

“That is just what we are to prevent,” he said. “ Where 
is the man you were talking with?” 

“T don’t understand.” 

“You must have forgotten the listening tube. Every 
word you said was overheard. Oh, we know how to deal 
with traitors, as well as with spies. Speak out.” 

“T refuse to answer,” said the woman. “Some day you 
will be sorry for accusing me.” 

The negro turned to the men at his back. 

‘Search the house,” he said. “I will remain here and 
watch this wild-cat.” 

The negro remained behind. 

“Tet me tell you something about the hiding-place be- 


“You must 


| hind vonder panel,” he said. 


The woman started and turned pale. 
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“Tt was put in before you came here,” he said, “and for 
two purposes. First, it was to be used as a hiding-place. 
Second, it was to be used as a place of punishment.” 

The fellow stepped up to the panel and touched a spring. 

“No power on earth can open the panel now,” he said, 
“ without the knowledge that only one or two possess. ” 

Then he touched another spring. 

“The walls of the hiding-place,” he went on, taking his 
seat again, “are made of steel. When I touched that last 
spring, I set in motion a bit of machinery. In ten min- 
utes’ time that machinery will bring the steel walls to- 
gether. Where will your detective be when the walls are 
brought together?” 

The woman covered her face with her hands. 

A slow, grinding, crushing sound came from beyond 
the panel. 

“Heavens!” groaned the woman, “I can’t bear it. It 
is too horrible.” 

“You are sick of the gang, are you?” asked the negro, 
with asneer. “Isent those people away in order that 
they might not see” your agony. In a moment more a 


stream of blood will come from behind the panel, and | of these blanks had been ler. 
|them. .Come along.” 


make its way across the floor.” 
The woman sprang to her feet and made for the door. 
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A stream of blood was running from the carriage, and 
a small pool had formed on the frozen ground. 

“Who did this shooting?” demanded the officer, pulling 
his revolver, now that all danger was over. 

Gene pointed to the detective with his manacled hands. 

“That man tried to rob us,” he said. “He murdered 
my companion and then shot my horse to prevent me 
from giving the alarm.” 

The officer standing by the detective seized him roughly 


by the shoulder. 


“Where did you get the handcuffs you used on that 
man?” he asked. 

Nick shook himself loose from the grasp of the officer. 

“TI can’t always control my temper,” he said. “Keep 
your hands off me.” 

The policeman raised his club. 


Nick sprang back and handed out the note he had re- 


ceived that morning from the chief of police. 

The policeman took the paper in his hand and slowly 
spelled it out. 

“We were notified this morning,” he said, “that a lot 
I suppose this i is one of 


One of the patrolmen got into the carriage with Gene 


The negro seized her roughly by the shoulder and|and the dead man, and the other got in with the detective 


- hurled her back. 

“You shall stay here, and see what is left of your de- 
tective,” he said, with an oath. 

There was a sharp ring at the door. 

They heard the girl mounting the basement stairs and 
opening the front door. 

Then came the sound of a man’s voice. 

The woman sprang to her feet again. 

“Thank Heaven!” she cried. 

The negro looked on suspiciously. 

‘Is it another detective in stolen clothes?” he asked. 


and took the reins. 

“If you insist upon taking me in,” said Nick, “drive 
fast, for I have lots of work to do to-day.” 

The officer grinned. . 

“The. next work you do,” he said, “will be dancing 
on air.” 

The carriages were now approaching a long row of 
dilapidated buildings, most of them being occupied as 
saloons. 

“Drive closer,” said Nick. “The man I handcuffed is 
likely to get away. That officer doesn’t understand his 


At that instant the new-comer’s voiee sounded in the! business.” 


hall-way just outside the door. 
“Where is Miss Hall?” the voice asked. 


“You mind your own business,” was the reply. 
At that instant a cry came from the carriage in ad- 


The servant made a low reply and the man stepped into | vance, followed by a pistol-shot. 


the room. 


Gene had in some way relieved himself of the hand- 


He was a splendidly built man of not more than thirty. | cuffs und sprang from the carriage. 


He had a strong, handsome face, and his manner was that 
of a man used to being obeyed. 

He advanced to the woman with a smile on his face. 

“The Colonel !” gasped the negro. 

The woman pointed to the humbled fellow. 

“‘Order him away,” she said. 

The leader of the Crescent Brotherhood motioned toward 
the door. 

i i refuse to leave,” said the negro. 

he Colonel drew a pistol. 

ee minute,” he said, coolly, but there was death in 
his eves. 

The men who had entered with the negro sprang into 
the room. 

“She is a traitor!” shouted the coachman. “She has a 
spy being ground to death behind that panel now.” 

“Protect me,” cried the woman. 

The Colonel turned toward her. | 

“Ts this true?” he demanded. 

“ Open the panel,” suggested the negro; “the machinery 
has now stopped.” 

The Colonel pressed the spring and the panel opened, 

There was no one there! 


CHAPTER VII. 


AN APPOINTMENT AT THE WORLD’S FAIR GROUNDS. 


He turned when he reached the sidewalk, and shot at 
the officer. 

Nick arose to his feet and started to spring out of the 
rig. 

The policeman drew his revolver and pulled him back. 

“T thought it was a scheme,” he said. “You can’t both 
get away.” 

Quick as a flash the detective raised his arm and dealt 
the officer a powerful blow on the temple. 

He fell as if he had been shot, and Nick sprang out and. 
made for the building Gene had entered. 

The policeman who had been riding with the escaped 
prisoner darted after him, shooting as he went. 

He was, however, too excited to shoot straight, and the 


people a rod away were the ones who were in most dan- - 
. ger from his bullets. 


“Go back and watch the dead man,” shouted Nick. 
“The first thing you know he will jump out and run.” 

Frightened by the shots, the horse attached to the car- 
riage Nick had occupied started away on arun, and the 
unconscious policeman fell to the ground. 

Abandoning all idea of following the men who had so 
cleverly eluded him, the remaining officer hastened to the 
side of his companion. 

A crowd gatherd around, and the dead man and the 
uaconscious officer were driven toward the police station. 

When Nick entered the building, some distance behind 
Gene, he found himself in a large room, where half a 
dozen men were'sitting. 

They were smoking and drinking, and did not. appear 
in the least excited. 

“ Where did that man go?” asked Nick. 

“What man?” 

“The man who came in here after shooting at the 


Two policemen, alarmed by the pistol- -shots, dashed | officer.” 


around the corner and approached the spot where Nick 
stood with his prisoner. 


One of them hastened to the carriage where the dead | 


man lay. 


‘“No one came in here.” 

Nick saw the game at once. 

Gene had landed in the midst of a gang of crooks— 
‘probably members of the Crescent Brotherhood. 
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ee. 


He appeared to believe what the men said. 


NSS a LEAT SS EDD STG SE TE EEL EES STEALS Ty 


Nick pushed the door up and sprang out. 


174 7 7 M4 
I must have been mistaken in the door,” he said,| ‘‘They won’t know me, I guess,” he said. 


turning away. 


The bartender sprang back. 


He walked out of the house and passed along to the} “I should say not,” he said, with an oath. 


next side street. 


Nick handed the fellow a five-dollar bill and passed 


The policeman had pulled the nearest box, and a patrol|out. The policemen were still searching along tie street, 


wagon, loaded with officers, was nearing the spot. 
Nick dashed in at the nearest door. 
It was a tough-looking place. ee 
Nick gave the sign of the crescent. 

ing.” 

“Did they see you come in here?” 

“Yes, pass me along.” 


Nick had unconsciously used the right phrase in the 


right place. 
The fellow opened a trap-door behind the bar. 


“IT heard some shooting,” he said, ‘‘and knew that the 
coppers were after some one. Dv you know where to go 


when you get down here?” 
. “Yes. Always to the right.” 


Nick had stumbled on another phrase used by the 
Brotherhood by seeing that the men always used their 


right hands in signaling. 
“All right,” was the reply. 
As the trap-door closed the front door opened. 
Nick knew that the officers were in the room. 
“Tf I go up there and ask them to help me catch Gene,” 


Nick thought, “they’ll run me in, and that will be the 


end of the search for that very slick young man who 
drops perfumed handkerchiefs in the houses he robs.” 


“Hide me,” he said. “There’s a load of coppers com- 


but did not notice the old tramp limping along under 
their very noses. 

Nick was hardly out of sight when the trap-door opened 
again, 

Gene, still in his workman’s rig, stepped into the room. 

“The place seems to be full,” said the bartender. “TI 
just let one man out. You ought to have seen his dis- 
guise. It was a pink.” : 

“ Describe him as he appeared both times.” 

The bartender did so. 

“You’ve done a nice thing,” said Gene. “You've let 
Nick Carter into the underground rooms.” 

“Impossible !” J 

“That’s just what you’ve done.” os 

At that instant a boy entered with a message for the 
saloon-keeper. He read it and threw it down in a rage. 

“Get the boys together,” he said. ‘There is trouble on 
Cottage Grove avenue.” 


CHAPTER VIII. 


He heard the officers asking for the man who had just | 


entered, and heard the man behind the bar tell them that 


he had rushed right through the place and escaped by 


the back door, 


The detective then went down the stairs leading from 


A CRUEL HIDING-PLAOR. 


the trap-door and soon found himself in a large, dark| The Colonel of the Crescent Brotherhood and the coach- 


basement. 

The place was much larger than the building above, 
and Nick saw that the places in the row were connected 
in some way by the underground rooms. 

At length he came to a brick wall and felt around fora 
door. 

When he found it, it was locked, but he discovered the 
keyhole without difficulty and applied his skeleton key. 

The door opened noiselessly, and the detective found 
himself in adimly lighted passage, with doors opening 
on each side. 

“String Number Three,” thought the detective. “I guess 
this settles the matter.” 

In a moment he heard voices proceeding from one of 
the rooms. 

He picked the lock of the room next to it and entered. 

Then he could hear the voices quite distinctly. 

“T’m afraid to go out again to-day.” 

It was Gene’s voice. 

‘“Pghaw !” was the reply. “You can put on your dude 
rig, and it will be all right. You even fooled Nick Carter 
with that mechanic’s suit.” 

“Ves, but he knows me in the dude rig. I am not afraid 
of the Chicago policemen, but I am afraid of that devil 
from New York.” 


@ 


“But you must go. No one else can do the work at the | 


World’s Fair grounds so well as yourself, and the cow- 
boy spotted has ten thousand dollars in his inside pocket. 


/man stood side by side for an instant, gazing into the 
empty hiding-place. 
| Then the Colonel turned toward the negro. 
. “Are you satisfied ?” he asked. 
“There was some one here.” 
The Colonel faced the rough fellows standing about. 


) “Take him in charge,” he said. ‘“ He must answer for 


'his words before the Black Masks.” 
_ The negro shivered. 

That meant death, unless he could prove his accusa- 
| tions to be true. 
| But before the Black Masks no one would dare oppose 
| the Colonel. 

The men gathered around the negro and forced him 
through the panel leading to the barn. 

When the panel closed the Colonel and the woman left 
the room. 

For an instant all was still there. 

Then the panel in the rear wall opened again. 

The negro coachman stepped into the room. 

“The man is a fool,” he muttered, “to think that the 
men who weie with me would obey his orders without 
giving me a show.” 

The negro prowled through the lower part of the house, 
and then came back to the rear room. 

“Tt is all up with me,” he muttered, “unless I find him 
here. The men, strong as my influence with them is, 


will not give me another chance, except the chance of 


Besides, the Colonel is to be there. He is to take the,;escape, and I am not ready for that yet.” 


chump there, and you are to rob him.” 

“ And rob the Colonel, too? That’s good.” 

“Of course. If you did not rob the Colonel the coppers 
might get suspicious of him.” 

“Well, Ill try to get there.” 

“ At the Mining Building, at four o’clock, remember.” 
_“T understand.” 


Some one descended the stairs and moved toward the 
back room. ; 

The negro hesitated a moment, and then darted into the 
hiding-place behind the panel. __ oe 

He, however, left the door open a little way. 

The woman stepped into the room. _ 

She fastened the panel leading to the barn by placing a 


Nick slipped out of the room and perched himself on the| heavy bar across it. 


stairs leading to the trap-door in the saloon. 

In five minutes he resembled a beery old bum, with a 
short black pipe in his mouth. 
Then he tapped on the under side of the door. 
The man behind the bar raised the door about an inch. 
‘‘Have they gone?” asked Nick. 
“Yes, but you had better go the other way.” 


Then she noticed that the door of the hiding-place was 
artly open. ; 
4 chat i@tareless.? she muttered. 
She threw her weight against the door, and it closed 
with a snap. 
Then she searched every part of both parlors. 
“It is strange where my detective went,” she muttered. 
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The woman seemed frightened at the idea that the man | 


“Do you think I could live here with that stain on the 


she believed to be Nick Carter might be still in the house. | floor?” 


“He must have escaped by means of the front door 
during the excitement,” she finally said. 

If she had looked in the folds of the portiere, drawn 
hack against one side of the arch between the two rooms, 
she would have changed her mind. 

Chick had seen and heard everything that had taken 
place in the room. 


“Tf Nick is doing half as well as I am,” he thought, 
“we'll soon have the leader of the Crescent Brotherhood 
behind the bars, in company with most of his men.” 

The woman started for the door and then walked back 
toward the panel concealing the hiding-place. 

“T don’t understand how they put that machinery in 
motion,” she said. “I wonder if I can do it?” 

She felt around on the wall until she found the second 
spring. . 

“Here it is,” she muttered. “ Now for the great secret.” 

She pressed the button, and the next instant a whirring 
sound came from the wall. 

The machinery was in motion ! 

The steel walls were drawing nearer together ! 

The negro had been caught in his own trap! 

The woman laughed as she listened to the noi3e inside. 

“T may have use for that,” she thought. 

Then she heard a faint cry. 

Then a pounding on the panel. 

She bent forward and listened. 

The two sounds came again and again. 

In the voice she recognized that of the negro! 

She was not brutal. enough to stand there calmly and 
. leave him to that horrible death. 

The spring! 

She must find it! 

At last her hand came in contact with it. 

Then she pushed with all her might. 

It refused to move! 

She cried out for help, but there was no answer. 

The Colonel was too far away to hear her voice. 

She threw herself against the panel and tore at it with 
her bare fingers. 

In vain. She could not move it. 

The whirr of the machinery on the inside continued. 

A little spot of blood appeared on the carpet. 

It grew and widened until there was a pool at her feet. 

Too late! 

She covered her face with her hands and dashed away. 

Chick shuddered as he thought what he had escaped. 

There was a rush of feet on the stairs, and then the 
Colonel dashed into the room. 

The machinery had stopped. 

He pressed the spring and the door opened. 

The dead body of the negro fell forward on the carpet! 

It was crushed out of all semblance to humanity. 

The Colonel turned pale with horror. 

Chick was about to spring forward and make a desper- 
ate attempt to arrest the leader of the gang, when there 
came a succession of blows on the barred panel. 


The Colonel drew the bar, and the men who had recently 
departed in company with the negro entered the room. 

The Colonel pointed to the body. 

“You disobeyed me,” he said, “and your friend met his 
death here.” 

For an instant no one spoke. 

Then one of the men stepped forward. 

“What shall we do with the body?” he asked. 

“ Hide it until night, and then take it before the Black 
Masks.” 

The man bowed, and the body was instantly removed. 

When the panel was closed again the woman entered 
the room. 

“This is terrible,” she said. 

“Tt is the best thing that could have happened,” was 
the reply. 


The woman began gathering up her trinkets from the 
tables. d 
“What afe you going to do?” demanded the leader. 
“Teave this house.” 
fp “JT don’t understand.” 


““We can remove the carpet.” 

“But not the stain! I shall see it all my life!” 

“You are nervous,” said the Colonel. 
self until to-night, and then we may be able to leave the 
city.” 

* Why not now ?” 

“Because we are watched.” 

“Mutiny ?” 

“Yes, mutiny.” 

The woman turned away. 

“Come to the room,” she said, ‘when you are done 
here.” 

After her departure the Colonel turned to the panel 
opening into the stable and left the room. 

“There goes my only chance,” thought Chick. 

For a moment he thought.of following the fellow. 


Then he reflected that the barn was probably full’ of 


outlaws, and crept back into his hiding-place. 

He was sorry that he had not had a chance to remove 
the disguise in which he had entered the house. 

He was st_ll dressed as the dead negro. 

In a moment he heard pistol-shots in the barn. 

He crept to the panel and listened. 

The Colonel’s voice could plainly be heard. : 

He seemed to be giving orders which were not obeyed, 
for his tones were loud and angry. 

There was a moment’s silence, and then Chick heard 
more shots. 

The sounds were approaching the panel. 

Chick crept back behind the portiere. 

Then the panel was dashed open, and the Colonel stag- 
gered into the room, bleeding from a wound in the arm. 

The men, still firing, were close behind him. 

The Colonel tried to close and bar the panel, but the 
men on the other side threw themselves against it. 

Chick sprang forward ! 

He did not want the leader murdered. 

He wanted to arrest him, and let the law take its 
course. 

As he sprang forward the men fell back with screams 
of fright. 


They had mistaken him for the ghost of the dead negro! — 


Chick closed the panel and fastened it. 

He was certain of the Colonel now. 

“You are not a believer in ghosts, are you?” he asked, 
turning around. 

Then it was the detective’s turn to be astonished. 

The Colonel had disappeared. 


CHAPTER IX. 
TAKING THEM IN, 


Nick went directly to the house on Cottage Grove 
avenue. 

All was still in that vicinity. 

He heard voices in the barn, when he passed. around to 
the back street, but he could learn nothing from what 
was being said. 

He went to the Palmer House, But Chick had not been 
there. 

“T hope I'll find him before I go to the World’s Fair 
grounds,” he thought, “for I have work for him to do. 
Some one must lead the raid on this place.” 


From the Palmer House he went to the saloon on Cot- | 


tage Grove avenue, still in his bum disguise. 

He stepped up to the cigar counter and made the sign 
of the crescent with his right hand. 

“The Colonel says all must be at the barn at four 
o’clock.” he said. 


“Will he be there?” asked the bartender, suspiciously. _ 


aN Oan, 
“Will Gene be there ?” 
NOs 


“Restrain your- 
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The fellow knew about the meeting at the World’s Fair 
grounds, then. 

In facet the cowboy had been trailed from that saloon. 

“Where will they be?” was the next question. 

“ At the Mining Building.” 

The fellow seemed satisfied. 

) “ All right,” he said. 

i Nick smiled as he walked out of the place. 

‘ ‘*Tf they go there,” he thought, “they won’t get much 
iF fresh air for several years to come.” 

The detective went to the private office of the chief of 
police, but had to wait some time before he could secure 
admission. 

He looked too tough ! 

At last Major McClaughry stepped out and walked 
along the corridor. ; 

Nick stopped him. 

“What do you want?” demanded the chief. 
aS. Nick whispered his name in his ear. 

“Well, you take the cake,” laughed the chief. 

In a moment the two men were seated in the private 
office. 

: “Got aclew?” asked the chief. 
i “Got the whole gang.” 
} aren a W hat 9” 

We “JT ghall have them all, or nearly all, behind the bars 

| before five o’clock this afternoon.” 

The chief could not conceal his pleasure at the news. 

“Tf you say so, it is as good as done,” he said. ‘‘How 
did you do the work in so short a time?” 

Nick told him all that he thought was necessary. 

“And now,” he added, “I want fifty men at the barn I 

1 have told you about at a quarter past four.” 

a “How do you know that the members of the gang will 
be there at that time?” asked the chief. 

” “Oh,” said Nick, “I forgot to tell you that I have been 

to the resort and notified them to come.” 
46 You (at 
“Certainly. Why not?” 

The chief laughed. 

X, “] wonder if there is anything you won’t do?” he said. 
mar “You'll hear several kicks about me,” said Nick. 

} z “What have you done?” 

@ © ‘Then Nick explained about the burglary, the arrest, 
a and the shooting of one of the crooks, ending with the 
i! story of his trouble with the policemen. 

“So that was you?” said the chief. 
“You have heard about it already, then?” 

“Ves, and I have adozen men down there looking for 

Yous 

“Who was the dead man ?” 
bs “One of the most desperate crooks in Chicago. Iam 
i a you killed him,” was the reply. 
AD It was his life or mine.” . 

‘T understand. Who is the man who escaped ?” 

“They call him Gene. I shall take him in out of the 
wet at the World’s Fair grounds this afternoon.” 

. “Good luck to you. The mén will be at the barn on 

We time.” 

“Some of them must force the front door of the house 

\ on Cottage Grove avenue and go in that way.” 

“All right.” 

i “ And there will be some shooting.” I ‘ 

i “My men are not afraid of that,” said the chief, “ if 

. ...tley don’t know a New York detective froma Chicago, 
crook.” 2 

FE “Well.” said Nick, “the first day I came here, I prom- 

ised the gang that when I’ got my scheme all fixed I'd 

‘take them in,’ and it seerns that I shall be able to keep 

i my word.” é 

After leaving the place, Nick became a nicely dressed 
gentleman again, and went toa restaurant for his dinner. 
At half-past two he started for the World’s Fair 
q grounds. . , 

; He had never seen the leader of the gang, but he knew 
that he could pick out the party he was in search of by 
the cowboy and Gene. ou 

At a quarter to four they made their appearance at the 
Mining Building, Gene following the other two. 


Colonel, and so he waited for the cowboy to be robbed. 


Niek did not know what proof Chick had against the | 


When directly in front of the Mining Building the cow- 
boy gave a shout and drew his gun. - . 

‘“T have been robbed,” he cried. 

“And I have been robbed,” cried the Colcnel,  ele- 
gantly dressed, standing by his side. 

Then Nick saw Gene skulking away in the crowd. 

He had two nien to capture, and he could not afford to 
handle them with silk gloves. 

He gave Gene a knock-out blow on the neck, and grap- 
pled with the leader of the desperate gang. 

The fellow drew a knife, but Nick saw it in time to 
avoid the blow. 

Gene lay like a dead man on the walk. 

Nick tripped his antagonist, and both men fell to the 
ground. 

In a moment the Colonel was handcuffed and disarmed. 

Then Nick turned to the cowboy. 

“These men have your money,” he said. “Call an 
officer and have them searched right here.” 

It was done, and the money was found. 

Then Nick started in a carriage for the city hall with 
his prisoners, well satisfied with his day’s work. 

When he got there the whole population of the city 
seemed to be surging about Randolph, Clark, Washing- 
‘here and La Salle streets, the streets bounding the city 

all. 

“What's up?” asked Nick. 

“Haven’t you heard? There has been a great raid down 
on Cottage Grove avenue, and the police have captured 
fifty crooks.” 

At this moment Nick saw his 
through the crowd. 

“Were you there. when the raid was made?” asked 
Nick. 

‘‘Yes, I was hiding in the house, and got run in.” 

“ Any one get away ?” 

“ Yes, the woman. Where did you find the Colonel ?” 

The Colonel and Gene sat in the carriage, pale as death. 

“Ts it true,” gasped the former, “that the whole crowd 
was taken? What were they doing with their guns?” 

“Laying them down,” said Chick, with alaugh. ‘‘You 
see, the police got the drop on them.” 

The Colonel turned toward Nick with the very devil 
shining from his eyes. 

“Tf I ever live to get out,”, he said, “I’ll kill you if it 
costs me my own life.” 

“You'll feel better when you’ve had a year or two in 
prison,” was the reply. 

Then it became noised around in the crowd, that the 
leaders of the gang just.taken were in the carriage in 
charge of Nick Carter, the famous detective, and it was 
with difficulty that the prisoners were landed in the lock 
up. 
“You took them in,” said the chief, grasping Nick by 
the hand. 

“Ves,” was the cool reply. 

“Name any price you think is right for your services.” 

“Well,” said Nick, slowly, “I think I'll take a season 
ticket to the World’s Fair.” 

The two detectives went back to their room, and pre- 
pared to leave the city. 

“T’m glad the woman got away,” said Chick. 

Nick smiled, but made no reply. 

“We have done our work,” he said, at length, “now 
let the courts do as well.” 


assistant forcing his way 


(THE END.) 
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